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To man's or to the Church's charity,

Because of the great famine, rather than

To watch her growing thin between their knees.          90

With that, God took my mother's voice and spoke,

And sights and sounds came back and things long since,

,And all my childhood found me on the hills ;

And so I took her with me.

I was young,

Scarce man then, Father ; but the cause which gave
The wounds I die of now had brought me then
Some wounds already ;  and I lived alone,
As any hiding hunted man must live.
It was no easy thing to keep a child
In safety ; for herself it was not safe,                          100

And doubled my own danger :  but I knew
That God would help me.

Yet a little while

Pardon me, Father, if I pause.    I think
I have been speaking to you of some matters
There was no need to speak of, have I not ?
You do not know how clearly those things stood
Within my mind, which I have spoken of,
Nor how they strove for utterance.   Life all past
Is like the sky when the sun sets in it,
Clearest where furthest off.

I told you how                 110

She scorned my parting gift and laughed.    And yet
A woman's laugh's another thing sometimes :
I think they laugh in Heaven.    I know last night
I dreamed I saw into the garden of God,
Where women walked whose painted images
I have seen with candles round them in the church.
They bent this way and that, one to another,
Playing :  and over the long golden hair
Of each there floated like a ring of fire
Which when she stooped stooped with her, and when
she rose                                                                   120

Rose with her.   Then a breeze flew in among them,
As if a window had been opened in heaven '
For God to give his blessing from, before
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